*Tis shrinking, not close weaving, that hath thus,
In mind and body both, bedwarfed us,
We seem ambitious God's whole work t'undo;
Of nothing he made us, and we strive too
To bring ouselves to nothing back; and we
Do what we can to do't as soon as he.
With new diseases on ourselves we war,
And with new physic, a worse engine far.
This man, this world's vice-emperor, in whom
All faculties, all graces, are at home;
And if in other creatures they appear.
They're but man's ministers and legates there,
To work on their rebellions, and reduce
Them to civility and to man's use:
This man, whom God did woo, and, loth t'attend
Till man came up, did down to man descend;
This man, so great, that all that is, is his,
Oh! what a trifle and poor thing he is!
If man were any thing, he's nothing now;
Help, or at least some time to waste, allow
To his other wants; yet when he did depart
With her, whom we lament, he lost his heart.
She, of whom the Ax*cients seem'd to prophesy,
they ealFd virtues by the name of She;